Two

By Robert Caveat

She lay there naked and tied spread-eagle to the motel room bed. The blindfold and earplugs made her more conscious of her body sounds… her breathing, the sound of her pulse in her ears, the tingle in her nipples. Master had promised something different tonight, and she had to agree that the sensory deprivation added something to the experience. Where was he? He had tied her up and worked her over a bit, and then… nothing but the sound of her breath and pulse. 


What was that? She strained, trying to pick up the least little hint of sound. She sensed rather than heard what she thought might be the door opening and closing. And there was the light feeling of air moving across her exposed skin. She felt the goosebumps rise on her arms… her nipples peaked. 


She was startled by the shifting of the mattress at the foot of the bed. Someone was there with her, touching the insides of her legs. Then she felt pressure against her cuntlips as something slipped easily between them. It was a cock. It’s head pressed against her clit, sending pleasure sensations like waves through her body. It was rubbed back and forth across her love button, spreading her juices and causing her to moan. Damn, being tied up always made her dripping wet! Please, fuck me! Yes! It slipped down into her tunnel and began pumping in and out of her. Ohhhhhhh, Master was being extra nice to her today. 


Her concentration on what was happening between her legs was broken by more movement on the side of the bed, then pressure against her lips. It was another cock! There was more than one man in the room with her! Master had listened when she told him her fantasy of being taken by two men at once. She took it in, and her mouth instantly began watering. She loved the musky taste of cock. And this one was a bit bigger than Master’s cock. The taste was different, too, almost like vanilla pudding. The one fucking her face was definitely not Master. His cock was the one between her legs. 


She tried to raise her hips to meet the thrust of his cock, but he had tied her too open to do anything but lie there and let the pumping action flood her pelvis with hot sensations. It was all she could do to focus on the cock filling her mouth, but she managed, the sensations of both cocks sending her over the top. Then it happened again… and again. The thought of how slutty she must look sent her through her fourth cum. 


The pumping between her legs increased in tempo. She could feel him swell and begin to push towards his own end game. The one fucking her mouth grabbed her breasts in both hands, squeezed them, and erupted so suddenly, she could barely swallow his cum fast enough to keep up. She felt the thrusting between her legs stop, and then start again as the warm fluids bathed her insides. She came again, shuddering through another climax that took her strength away. 


Then nothing. She did think she felt a slight breeze across her body. And it was strange, but she thought she felt it again right before Master lifted the blindfold and removed her earplugs. Before she could thank him, he began quickly unfastening her arms and legs. 


“Pet, I am so sorry. I meant this to be a special night for us. I left the room for a few minutes to meet a friend at the motel restaurant. I was going to bring him back and had plans for the two of us to work you over pretty good. But he didn’t show up, and I got a call from work on my cell phone. There are some problems with the computer, and I have to go back there to straighten them out. I’m sorry. I’ll make it up to you, I promise.” He pulled the bedspread over her, kissed her forehead, tossed the rest of his things into his bag and was gone. 


She lay there in the afterglow of what had just happened, letting it all sink in. If it wasn’t Master and a friend, who was it? Evidently someone had seen her bondage through a crack in the drapes and taken advantage of it. If that was what happened, she realized she would never know who her attackers were. It was a wonderful experience. She enjoyed it, and that was that. As she lay there relaxing, she realized that there was another possibility. What if Master had been involved in the whole thing and this was just his way of giving her an extra thrill. Well, that shed a whole new light on the experience. And he had her boxed with it. If it wasn’t him and a friend, what would his reaction be to what happened? Should she even ask him about it? If she didn’t ask him about it, and it was him, there was a risk that he might be upset with her. He always enjoyed hearing her reactions about their time together. This was interesting. She would have to think about how to handle it. But right now, she needed a nap.

